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THE SHOCKING FINAL TWIST TO THIS 
ELECTRIFYING TALE WILL TERRIFY YOU f 




lOHN MILTON LOOKED AROUND UNCOMFORTABLY AT 


Percy fullman wrinkled his nose in disgust as, 
FROM HIS HIDING PLACE IN THE SHADE OF THE BEACH 
CHAIR, HE STUDIED HIS WIFE, GINGER' SHE SAT 
ON THE BLANKETlN THE BLAZING SUN, STROKING HER 
TANNED ARMS AND SHOU LDERS, SPREADIN G THE 

TACKY, PERFUMED SUN-TAN OIL OVERTHEM... 

LET'S GO HOME , Gl NGERf \ OH, SHUT UP, PERC'M 
YOU KNOW HOW I HATE I LOVE THE SUN/ 1 
THE BEACH/ WE’VE BEEN / WANT TO GET A GOOD 
HERE THREE HOURS J SUN-TAN f READ A 
W ALREADY... YT - BOOK OR SOMETHING 


THE MEN WATCHING HIS WIFE MARY.' SHE KNELT 
UPON THE DAZZLING WHITE SAND BEACH, CRITI- 
CALLY SURVEYING HER MAKE-UP IN A SMALL COM- 
PACT MIRROR, EACH TURN OF HER CURVACIOUS FIG 
URE REVEALED INTIMATELY BY THE SCANT TWO- 
PIECE BATHING SUIT SHE WORE . . . 


OH, TAKE IT EASY, 
JOHNNY/ I LIKE 
PEOPLE TO LOOK 
AT MEf I'VE GOT 
A NICE FIGURE / 
WHY SHOULDN'T 
I SHOW IT OFF? 


PUT ON A BEACH-ROBE / 
THAT.. . THAT BATHING SUIT 
IS ALMOST OBSCENE/ 
PEOPLE ARE LOOKING )" 

AT YOU. . . 




..And ginger and percy fullman .. . she adoring 

THE SUN, BASKING IN IT, AND HE C OWERING, FULLY 
DRESSED, BENEATH THE BEACH CHAIR CANOPY. . . 


GINGER I PLEASE* IT'S ] OH, GO SOAK YOUR 
SO HOT / I DON'T SEE yV HEAD, PERCY ? NO 
HOW YOU CAN S/T OUT \ WONDER YOU'RE SO 
THERE SO LONGf I ' M j HOT/ LOOK AT YOU i 
SOAKING WET FROM \ SHI RT... TROUSERS. . 
7 PERSPIRATION f d SOCKS. SHOES... 

\ r ^ -^<7 HAT/ NO WONDER. 


| BUT, GINGER? 1 / THEN JUST 

HAVE TO DRESS SUFFER IN 
LIKE THIS? YOU A S/LENCE, 
KNOW WHAT f PERCY? L 
HAPPENS TO ME WANT TO GET 
IF I GET THE L SUNBURNED ' 
LEAST LITTLE ( I LOVE IT... 
BIT SUNBURNED/ ) y— 


WHERE ARE THE KIDS 
MARY? I DON'T SEE >, 


HOW SHOULD I KNOW; 
I THOUGHT YOU WERE 
7 WATCHING THEM ? m 






not A TESTIMONIAL, Y why, l'M L 
ma'am / i'd like you / FLATTERED\ 
TO BECOME 'THE ( MR.SIMMENS.'I 
BRONZE-BURN ( BUT PERCY.. A 

GIRL 7 I'D LI KE TO ]/ 

BUILD A BIG ADVER- ) — if 

T/S/NG CAMPAIGN / 

-t AROUND YOU ! j — ' 


AND EVERY YEAR, I RUN} ' 

THE THE MOST BEAUTIFUL] ^ 

HOUSE-WIFE IN AMERICA /— - 

CONTEST" DOWN IN V OH,I 
ATLANTIC CITY? NOw/cOULDN‘T/< 
I'M SURE, IF /W/THANKS FOR THE 
s’ ENTERE D IT. . . \COMPL /MENT. . . 


..BUT JOHNNY 
WOULDN'T LIKE 
IT AT ALL/ / 


YOU D HAVE A 
GOOD CHANCE 
OF WINNING, 
MRS. MILTON f 
THINK WHAT . 
IT WOULD 4 
r MEAN.. . £ 





EXPECT ME TO FOLLOW 
r< YOU AROUND... 


While across town, at the full man residence... 
~GO AHEAD' MAKE A FOOL of] it's my BIG 
YOURSELF f 'THE BRONZE- ) CHANCE and 
BURN G/RL r BAH f YOU y/ I’M TAKING IT ' 
AND YOUR STUP/D SUN- I AND YOU'RE COM- 
B A THING.' WELL, DON'T ING WITH ME .' 


That night, in the milton home, 

DREN WERE PUT TO BED... 

WHAT? MY WIFE DISPLAYING 
HERSELF LIKE A COMMON... A 
co M M o N .. . I WON'T HAVE IT f 

I WON'T HAVE MEN STARING AT ‘T 
YOU WHILE YOU PARADE AROUND ^ 


AFTER THE CHIL- 

WELL I DON'T 
CARE WHAT YOU'L 
HAVE 'IT'S MY 
BIG CHANCE 
AND I'M TAKING 


A LOT OF MONEY, MRS. 
FULLMAN f . YOUR PICTURE 
WOULD BE IN EVERY 
NATIONAL 





Frightened, mary hurriedly donned her suit... 





THE CELLAR WAS 
FILLED WITH SCREAMS AS 
JOHNNY PUSHED MARY OFF THE 
LAST STEP INTO THE VAT... 


INGER FULLMAN DID AS HER HUSBAND BID... 


50 YOU LIKE BEING 
SUNBURNED INTO THE 
NEXT ROOM ...MOVE.' "T 


GET UP' 
GET INTO YOUR 
BATHING 




Ginger fullman stopped as she 

CAME THROUGH THE DOOR TO THE 
NEXT ROOM ... 


For the room was suddenly 

FILLED WITH A BLINDING LIGHT... 

HOT AND WHITE... 

NOT EXACTLY LIGHTS , GINGER' 

SUN LAMPS f 
FORTY OF THEMf 


WHEN MR. CEDRIC ABELS CAME TO CALL THE NEXT 
MORNING TO TAKE HER ON ANOTHER TOUR, JOHN 
USHERED HIM INTO THE LIVING ROOM' THERE, 
ENCASED IN A BLOCK OF CLEAR PLASTIC, GRO- 
TESOUELY PRESERVED IN ITS DEATH THROES, 
HUNG THE TWISTED BODY OF MARY MILTON... 


And when mr. tom simmens came to call the 

NEXT MORNING TO TAKE HER OUT TO ANOTHER 
ADVERTISING STUNT, PERCY USHERED HIM INTO THE 
LIVING ROOM ' THERE, UNDER THE BATTERY OF NOW- 
COOL SUNLAMPS, CRISPLY TOASTED TO A BRONZE- 
BROWN, LAY THE BLISTERED BODY OF GINGER 



YOU'LL BE JOLTED OUT OF YOUR SEATS BY THE 
SOLID IMPACT OF THIS GRIPPING NARRATIVE f 



Inspector frank wilson of the city fire depart The headwaiter pointed across the laughter 

MENT STOOD IN THE FOYER OF THE BLUE SWAN CLUB AND THE SMOKE TO A DOOR MARKED ’PRIVATE" 

SURVEYING THE NOISY, SMOKEY SCENE BEFORE HIM? THE INSPECTOR WILSON PUSHED HIS WAY TOWARD IT? 

TABLES, CROWDED TOGETHER , WERE ALL OCCUPIED ? THE BRASSY ORCHESTRA EXPLODED INTO A SAMBA 


TEMPO AS HE FLUNG OPEN THE DOOR- 
HEY? S'MATTER, BUB? ▼ YOU WOULDN'T HAVE 
CAN'T YUH READ?THAT \ HEARD ME IF ID'VE 


CHARGE? WHO - 







'■J //Hi, 


WHAT'S THE LAWFUL 
CAPACITY ALLOWED FOR 
YOUR PLACE, MR. CUSKO? 


v CUSKO.' NICK 
CUSKO f YEAH f ER. 
NICE CROWD... 


YOU CAME 
THROUGH IT. 


\ YOU MEAN THERE’S) LOOK, INSPECTOR 
J ONLY ONE I GOT A NICE 


DON'T 60 MAKING 
THINGS DIFFICULT 


The man seated behind the expensive looking 

SHINY DESK SHOT A QUICK GLANCE AT THE MAN 
STANDING BESIDE HIM... 


- — _ . GET WISE.WILSOnH 

LAW STRICTLY REQUIRES J FORGET WHAT YOU J 
THAT THERE BE ADEQUATE/ HAVE SEEN HERE 
EXITS PROVIDED IN TONIGHT i WE'LL 

RELATIONSHIP TO THE TAKE GOOD CARE 
AMOUNT or PATRONS J OF YOU^ JUST NAME 
TO BE ACCOMODATED... — r YOUR PRICE...' 


WHY DON'T YOU 
TALK TO FOSTER, 
INSPECTOR' MAYBE.. 
MAYBE HE HAD a 
HIS REASONS ' Y 









Inspector wilson slammed the 

DOOR TO THE BLUE SWAN CLUB 'S 
PRIVATE OFFICE AND STOOD OUT- 
SIDE IN THE NOISE AND THE 
SMOKE, BREATHING HARD... 


He LOOKED AROUND, MENTALLY 
CALCULATING THE AMOUNT OF 
CUSTOMERS JAMMED INTO THE 
SMALL BASEMENT NIGHTCLUB- 
I THERE MUST BE FIVE HUNDRED] 


Then, he pushed his way through 

THE CROWD AND UP THE STAIRS 
OUT INTO THE COOL NIGHT AIR'THE 
TINNY MUSIC OF THE BLUE SWAN'S 
RHUMBA BAND DRIFTED OUT 
BEHIND HIM... 



A GENTLE SOBBING FILLED THE APARTMENT AS 
INSPECTOR WILSON OPENED THE DOOR.'HE SNAPPED 
ON THE LIGHT' JEAN, HIS TWENTY YEAR OLD 
DAUGHTER, LOOKED UP FROM HER PROSTRATE 
POSITION ON THE COUCH ' TEARS SPILLED OUT OF 
HER RED EYES AND DOWN HER CHEEKS 


She CLUNG TO him, her BODY quivering ' HE 
SOOTHED HER ...COMFORTED HER' WILSON HAD BEEN 
BOTH MOTHER AND FATHER TO JEAN . EVER SINCE 

HIS WIFE HAD DIED- 

IT... IT'S TED'S... FAMILY? V W*,JEANNtE<'<OU 





But the man outside the door was not jean's 
fiancee' it was 



Frank wilson closed the door and stood 
thinking a moment.' jean came out of the bed- 
room, smiling... 


He LOOKED DOWN AT HIS LOVELY DAUGHTER- 
EVERYTHING'S GOING TO BE ALL OH, DADDY f 
RIGHT . JEANNIE'YOU CAN TELL ( DADOT .' 





The next day, frank wilson ... 

INSPECTOR... FIRE DEPARTMENT.. 
WENT TO SEE NICK CUSKO. .. 


THAT'S THE 
CHANCE YOU'LL 
HAVE TO 
V TAKE, CUSKO fv 
v THAT'S MY % 
\ DEAL.' TAKE 
j IT... OR... A 


Nick cusko got to his feet, went 

TO A SMALL FLOOR SAFE, AND 
REMOVED- 

HERE Y'ARE, J ( THANKS, CUSKOf 
WILSON' -i r-^ 

1200 BUCKS' \ ' -J <- 




They were gone' frank glanced at the mantel It seemed to frank that he’d only been 

clock'it was almost nine' he yawned and asleep a short time when he was suddenly 





And then the phone by the bed began to ring It was like 

ANXIOUSLY... AND SPEEDS 


H -HELLO? ) HELLO , FRANK? THIS IS FOSTER ' I ( FOSTER.' 

V rfttfr fin nnmn ucac mi / nr / - X v. what -A 


It was like a nightmare for wilson, dressing 

AND SPEEDING ACROSS TOWN 'WHEN HE ARRIVED... 


FOSTER.' J THEY WERE LIKE ANIMALS f ONLY 





Inspector frank wilson. ..fire Wildly, he made his way back He drew the gun from his night 

DEPARTMENT . STAGGERED AWAY TO THE APARTMENT... TABLE DRAWER' HE LIFTED IT... 



The gunshot echoed through the dark apart- The telephone began to ring' its insistant 



MENTf THE BODY PITCHED FORWARD, SPRAWLING JANGLE VIBRATED UPON DEAD EARS.^ 

AWKWARDLY ON THE BEDROOM FLOOR... 






€.D 

FA NS.' 
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OF OUR SCIENCE - FICTION 
MAGAZINES ! LOOK FOR... 


"NEW TREND ' 


ANOTHER 

ENTERTAINING COMIC! 

ON SALE NOW 

AT ALL NEWSSTANDS! 


THE MOUNTAI 
JACKAL ~ 


Tajik Kabal, the lawless Afghan chieftain, had 
sacked Border villages, burned colonial sta- 
tions, and filled the mountain passes with 
bodyless heads . . . and headless bodies ... 
for four unfettered years! 

Kabal' s roaming fanatics didn't stay long 
in one district, if that was any consolation to 
the Anglo-Indian outposts that guarded the 
Hurrum Hills. For a time, it seemed that Ka- 
bal's murderous raids and rampages had 
ceased. The British certainly hoped that Kabal 
had become arm-weary from swinging h’.s 
deadly, double-edged, three-foot sword! Some 
expressed the hope that he had packed his 
band of cut-throats off to Russia, or even 
China . . . judging by their hardy endurance 
and the range they covered. But it soon be- 
came known that Tajik Kabal was settling 
down right in the Hurium Hills! He was build- 
ing a great citadel there, a great store-house 
for the loot he had already amassed and a 
great garrison from which to strike forth and 
amass more ill-gotten gains! 

Tajik Kabal's biggest mistake was in choos- 
ing the site for his fortress. It was in the same 
district as Her Majesty's Fort Saint Patrick! 
The fort was so-called because its comple- 
ment was comprised mainly of the Queen's 
Royal Irish Hussars. 

Seventy soldiers of F Company left the fort 
one early morning to attend a surprise 
"house-warming'' at Tajik Kabal's! Their 
favorite bhisii, young Jenga Shah, slapped 
the water-filled goatskin bag slung at his 
side in rhythm with the hooves of the plod- 
ding ammunition-mules. 

The siege was a short one! Seventy Mar- 
tini rifles formed a perimeter around Kabal's . 
unfinished fortress and advanced upon it in 
an ever-tightening circle. A few of the be- 
sieged Snider rifles expressed a difference 
of opinion but were promptly quieted by the 
out-spoken Martinis. And when the smoke 
cleared, there were still seventy British sol- 
diers . . and twenty less Pathan fanatics! 

Six of the widest Irish troopers provided a 
personal escort for Tajik Kabal. His fine fig- 
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ure towered a head above the Celtic guards 
that flanked him. But the aquiline profile of 
Tajik Kabal betrayed neither hope nor de- 
spair. He sorely missed his ornate Damascus 
blade, wrought of the finest tempered steel, 
for it had been like a third arm to him. The 
soldiers had given it to their faithful water- 
carrier, lenga Shah, to carry back to the fort. 

And as the triumphant war party weaved 
through the twisting passes that bottled up 
the torturous afternoon sun, all the joys of 
victory left Jenga Shah's heart! Jenga Shah, 
the orphan, recognized the flashing sword 
that he carried! Three years ago, this same 
sword had cleaved his loved ones from him 
and Tajik Kabal, the Mountain Jackal, 
had done the wielding! One thousand nights 
ago, Kabal's raiders had set upon his village, 
hacked away his household, and made him 
an orphan fleeing in the protective mantle 
of night! 


It was night at Fort Saint Patrick! Tajik 
Kabal was already succumbing to the lonely 
confines of his dungeon. Then the water- 
carrier came to him, quietly . . . and with a 
key! 

He told Kabal that he would whistle like a 
bird as a signal that he had lured the trusting 
prison guard to the far side of the courtyard 
on some pretense. Then Kabal must open the 
cell door, let himself out of the prison, run 
for the nearest wall where a ladder would be 
propped in the shadows, and scale it to free- 
dom! Kabal was bewildered . . . but grateful! 


Within the hour, a shrill whistle came from 
the other side of the courtyard! Tajik Kabal 
let himself out of his cell, slipped off his san- 
dals, ran out of the unguarded prison, and 
padded noiselessly through the dark. The 
wall loomed before him! He could make out 
the ladder's shape, now! 

With one great bound, he aimed his bare 
feet for the third rung, reaching his fingers 
forward to grasp a top-most rung simultane- 
ously! All his weight was upon the rungs 
when he felt his fingers sliced away . . . and 
his feet impaled to the bones on the bottom 
"rung"! 

Too late, Tajik Kabal learned that . . . He 
v/ho lives by the sword, dies by the sword!" 
The "rungs" of the ladder were imbedded 
razor-sharp bayonets! 
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I This may come as a complete 

SURPRISE TO YOU, BUT DO YOU 
1 KNOW THAT THERE ISA GOVERN- 
MENT BUREAU , WORKING IN COOP- 
ERATION WITH THE ARMY, NAVY, 
AND F.B. I. .SPECIFICALLY FORMED 
FOR THE PURPOSE OF INVESTIGAT- 
ING AND FERRETING OUT MART/ AN 
INVADERS? COLONEL SHAW HEADS 
THAT BUREAU... 


It is a small government 

AGENCY ... TOP SECRETE WITH THE 
APPEARANCE OF THE FLYING SAU- 
CERS.THE THOUGHT THAT POSSIBLY 
AN UNDERCOVER INVASION WAS 
TAKING PLACE PROMPTED FORMA- 
TION OF THE BUREAU- 


,S MR BRADY LED ME INTO THE FILE ROOM, I 
REMEMBERED COLONEL SHAW'S WARNING ABOUT BEING 
ON GUARD AT ALL TIMES' I RESOLVED TO MEASURE 
EVERY WORD I SPOKE... 





THEY'RE CLEVER . MISS 
CURTISS •VERY CLEVER ? 
WHY , I SUSPECT ALIENS 
HAVE INFIL T RAT ED THIS 
VERY ORGANIZATION.' 



COLONEL SHAW WARNED 
ME THAT AN ALIEN WAS 
AMONG US f I'M SO 
GLAD IT'S NOT YOU, 

MR. BRADY' I... J 


PHIL ? CALL ME PHIL? 
I... I'D LIKE TO TAKE YOU 
OUT TONIGHT, MISS CURTISS 
. IF YOU'RE NOT BUSY. 



NOT MISS CURTISS , PHIL' \ 
BETTY/wHY.rM NOT BUSY 
AT ALL TONIGHT f MAYBE WE 
CAN GO SOMEWHERE QU/ET... 
AND ...YOU KNOW... LET DOWN 
OUR HAIR A LITTLE f J 


WTm 


' SAY... I D LUCE 
THAT f FRANKLY , 

V I'VE BEEN ON 
^ EDGE LATELY f I 
v DON'T KNOW WHY ? 


I UNDERSTAND.' IT'S THIS 
CONSTANT PRESSURE? IT' LL 
DO YOU GOOD TO RELAX < 
A LITTLE.' NOW, HOW ABOUT 
GOING ON WITH THE BRIEFING^ 


/ SURE , BETTY: 
1 BUT THERE'S 
NOT MUCH MORE 
>. TO IT? THAT'S 
ABOUT THE 


Cvr\ WHOLE WORKS? 




The briefing over, i left mr. 

BRADY AND RETURNED ONCE MORE 
TO COLONEL SHAW'S OFFICE... 





That night... although i was extremely 

NERVOUS ...I WENT OUT WITH OUR 'ALIEN MR. BRADY.'. 





WHY KILL YOU, \/ 

NATURALLY f THE )( 
SUCCESS OF OUR 
WORK DEPENDS UPON 
THE COMPLETE CONTROL 
WE MAINTAIN OVER THE A 
INVESTIGATION OF 
MARTIAN INVASION 
REPORTS.' 


...AND THEN I... DROPPED OUR HYPNOTIC SCREENS... 


...And THEN THE COLONEL EMPTIED THE EARTH AUTO- 
MATIC INTO THE ALIEN EARTH-MAN'S QUIVERING BODY... 


...And later. ..in a secret meeting place... we 

REPORTED TO THE REST OF THE MARTIAN PERSONNEL 
OF THE SMALL GOVERNMENT AGENCY COMPLETELY IN 
INVADERS... 




HERE IS A TALE OF TENSION WITH SHEER HORROR 




Footsteps, gentle, approaching footsteps. 

I THE SOUND OF PEOPLE TRYING TO BE QUIET. AN 
ODOR OF TWEEDS, A PIPE, A CERTAIN SHAVING 
LOTION. SHE KNEW DAVID WAS STANDING OVER HER. 
AND BEYOND, THE IMMACULATE ODOR OF DR. 

JEFFERS. AND SHE THOUGHT TO HERSELF... 

/would YOU LIKE TO MEET THE \ f ALICE? Y 
i MURDERER , DAVID? WOULD YOU? J/ ARE YOU ) 


IN ITS BLOOD-CURDLING CLIMAX? 


WHEN THE IDEA OCCURED TO HER THAT SHE WAS 
BEING MURDERED SHE COULD NOT TELL. THERE HAD 
BEEN LITTLE SUBTLE SIGNS, LITTLE SUSPICIONS FOR 
THE PAST MONTH-, THINGS AS DEEP AS SEA TIDES IN 
HER. BUT NOW THE ROOM FLOATED AROUND HER IN AN 
EFFLUVIUM OF HYSTERIA. SHARP INSTRUMENTS HOVERED 
AND THERE WERE VOICES AND PEOPLE IN STERILE WHITE 
MASKS. SHE WAS ALONE WITH THOSE SILENT WHITE 
PEOPLE AND THERE WAS GREAT PAIN AND NAUSEA AND 
DEATH- FEAR IN HER. AND SHE THOUGHT TO HERSELF... 


1AM BEING MURDERED BEFORE THEIR EYES ' 

) THESE DOCTORS, THESE NURSES DON'T REALIZE 
^ WHAT HIDDEN THING HAS HAPPENED TO ME * DAVID 
DOESN'T KNOW? NO ONE KNOWS EXCEPT ME... 

V AND... THE KILLER , THE LITTLE MURDERER, 
THE SMALL ASSASSIN / * 







D«- JEFFERS WAS WAITING FOR 
DAVIO THE DAY HE SHOWED UP AT 
THE HOSPITAL TO TAKE HIS WIFE 
AND NEW CHILD HOME. HE MOTIONED 
DAVID INTO A CHAIR IN HIS OFFICE, 
SAT ON THE EDGE OF HIS DESK, AND 
LOOKED DAVID STRAIGHT IN THE 
EYE... 


firm? 



IT'S BEEN A HARD THING FOR 
HER. THE WHOLE THING. SHE'LL 
NEED A LOT OF LOVE IN THIS 
NEXT YEAR. I DIDN'T MENTION 
IT AT THE TIME, BUT SHE WAS 
HYSTERICAL IN THE DELIVERY 
ROOM. I WON'T REPEAT WHAT 
SHE SAID. ALL I'LL SAY IS THAT 
SHE FEELS ALIEN TOWARD THE 
CHILD. IS...IS THIS CHILD A 
WANTED CHILD, DAVID? y 


YES fXESt IT’S 1 
A 'WANTED' 
CHILD . IT WAS 
PLANNED. WE 
PLANNED IT 
TOGETHER / 
ALICE WAS SO 
HAPPY A / 
YEAR AGO / 
v WHEN... _-4 


P IT MUST BE 
SOMETHING ELSE 
THEN f PERHAPS 
SOMETHING BURIED 
IN HER CHILD- 
HOOD. IN ANY 
CASE, IF SHE SAYS 
ANYTHING ABOUT... 
WELL. ..ABOUT WISH- 
ING THE CHILD HAD 
BEEN BORN DEAD , 
SMOOTH IT OVER, 
k WILL YOU.SON? 


Suppertime... sometime later, david had 

BROUGHT THE CHILD FROM THE NURSERY, PROPPED 
HIM AT A TINY, BEWILDERED ANGLE, SUPPORTED 
BY MANY PILLOWS, IN A NEWLY PURCHASED HIGH 


HE’S NOT FUN HAYING HIM HERE, 
HIGH -CHAIR SIZE ) ANYWAY . EVERYTHING 'S 
YET, DAVID' y FUN. AT THE OFFICE, TOO 

nry hey ,look at junior, will 
(you? drooling ALL DOWN 
K His CH/N. 



David reached over to dab at the baby's chin with 

HIS NAPKIN. FROM THE CORNER OF HIS EYE, HE REALIZED 
THAT ALICE WASN'T EVEN WATCHING. HE FINISHED THE JOB 
AND WENT BACK TO HIS FOOD... 




After dinner Alice let david carry the baby Suddenly alice stopped, her arms dropped and 






David crossed the room, opened the library 

DOOR, AND SWITCHED THE LIGHTS ON AND OFF.. 


URNING OUT THE LIGHTS TOGETHER , THEY WALKED 
QUIETLY UP THE SOUNDLESS HALL STAIRS, NOT SPEAKING. 
ALICE PAUSED, UNDECIDED, BY THE BEDROOM DOOR. THEN, 
FINGERING THE BRASS KNOB SHARPLY, WALKED IN. DAVID 
WATCHED HER APPROACH THE CRIB MUCH TOO CAREFULLY, 
LOOK DOWN, AND STIFFEN AS IF SHE'D BEEN STRUCK IN 
THE FACE ... 










The airplane went west and California came up 

AND OUT OF THE TWISTING CIRCULAR METAL OF PRO 
PELLERS CAME A VIBRATING SUDDEN MATERIAL IZATIC 
OF ALICE LYING IN BED, DR. JEFFERS STANDING AT THE 
WINDOW, AND THE REALITY OF DAVID BEING THERE A 


The next morning, david went to see dr. jefferi 

AND TOLD HIM THE WHOLE THING, AND LISTENED TO 
JEFFERS’ TOLERANT REPLIES. . . 


After doctor jeffers left, Alice confided in 

DAVID. . . 


IT WAS THE BABY, AGAIN, DAVID. X TRIED TO LIE ToN 
MYSELF.. CONVINCE MYSELF I'M A FOOL. BUT 
THE BABY KNEW I WAS WEAK FROM THE HOSPITAL. 

SO HE CRIED ALL NIGHT. AND WHEN HE WASN'T 
CRYING, HE'D BE TOO QUIET. IF I SWITCHED THE 
.LIGHT ON, HE’D^ THE RE, STARING AT ME 


.. Y THE BEST WAY TO PUT IT IS THAT SHE HAS 

HATES THEj AN OBSESSION. A CEASARIAN OPERATIO! 
ff | BROUGHT THE CHILD INTO THE WORLD, 

rn J and almost took alice out of it. she 
'BLAMES THE CHILD FOR HER NEAR-DEATH 
AND HER PNE UN ON/ A. WE ALL DO IT. WE 
STUMBLE INTO A CHAIR AND CURSE THE 
\ FURNITURE, MISS A GOLF STROKE AN Oy 
1 BLAME THE CLUB... 


’ I NO, DAVE. THIS IS DR. JEFFERS SPEAKING. 
'HOLD ONTO YOURSELF, SON. ALICE IS S/CKf 
YOUD BETTER GET THE NEXT PLANE HOME. 
IT’S PNEUMONIA /I’LL DO EVERYTHING I CAN, 
BOY. IF ONLY IT WASNY SO SOON AFTER THE 
DAP/’ SHt Nttus D/ftCNO/rt.' “ 


The airplane went east with david. there was a 

LOT OF SKY, A LOT OF CLOUDS, AND THEN CHICAGO 
CAME RUNNING OVER THE HORIZON. DAVID WAS DROP- 
PED DOWN INTO A RUSH OF ORDERS, CONFERENC ES, 
PLANNING, BANQUETING. AND THEN, ON HIS SIXTH DAY 
AWAY, HE RECEIVED A LONG DISTANCE PHONE CALL. . . 


One night.after the baby's crib 

HAD BEEN MOVED TO THE NURSERY, 
ALICE WAKENED, TREMBLING, AND 
SLID INTO HER HUSBAND'S ARMS 


He held her until she fell 

ASLEEP AGAIN. THEN HE HEARD 
THE BEDROOM DOOR SWAY OPEN A 
FEW INCHES. THERE WAS NOBODY 
AT THE DOOR . NO REASON FOR 
IT TO COME OPEN. NO WIND. 


He waited, it seemed like an 

HOUR HE LAY SILENTLY, IN THE 
DARK. THEN, FAR AWAY, WAILING 
LIKE SOME METEOR DYING IN THE 
VAST INKY GULF OF SPACE, THE 
BABY BEGAN TO CRY IN HIS 
NURSER Y. ., 





Carefully disengaging Alice's grip, he slipped He thrust his hands out, caught frantically at 

OUT OF BED, PUT ON HIS SLIPPERS, ROBE, AND TIP- THE RAILING. HIS BODY STOPPED FALLING. HE HELD. 
TOED OUT OF THE ROOM TO THE STAIRS THE BLACK- HE CURSED. THE 'SOMETHING SOFT 1 THAT HAD CAUSED 


NESS DROPPED OUT FROM UNDER HIM. HIS FOOT 
SLIPPED ON SOMETHING SOFT... SUPPED AND 
PLUNGED INTO NOTHINGNESS 


HIS FEET TO SLIP, RUSTLED AND THUMPED DOWN A 
FEW STEPS AND STOPPED . HIS HEAD RANG. HIS HEART 
HAMMERED AT THE BASE OF HIS THROAT, THICK AND SHOT 
WITH PAIN. HE PICKED IT UP. HIS HAND FROZ E, STARTLE D . 
HIS BREATH WENT IN. HIS HEART HELD ONE OR TWO BEATS. 
THE THING HE HELD IN HIS HAND WAS A TOY... A LARGE 
CUMBERSOME, PATCHWORK DOLL HE'D BROUGHT AS A 
JOKE FOR... I 




Alice lay in a broken, pallid gesturing and 

ANGLING OF HER THIN BODY. SHE WAS LYING AT THE 
BOTTOM OF THE STAIRS, LIKE A CRUMPLED DOLL 
WHO DOESN'T WANT TO PLAY ANY MORE... EVER. ALICE 
WAS DEAD... I 



He held her in his arms, but she wouldn't live. 
SHE wouldn't try to live, he said her name OUT 

[ LOU D MANY TIMES, BUT IT DIDN'T HELP. SHE WAS DEAD?|5| 


He must have made a phone call. 

HE DIDN'T REMEMBER. HE FOUND 
HIMSELF SUDDENLY, UPSTAIRS, STAR- 
ING AT THE CRIB. THE BABY'S EYES 
WERE CLOSED, BUT HIS FACE WAS 
RED, MOIST WITH PERSPIRATION 


Then he started laughing, 

LOW AND SOFT AND CONTINUOUS 
FOR A LONG TIME, UNTIL DR. 
JEFFERS WALKED OUT OF THE 
NIGHT-TIME AND SLAPPED HIM 
AGAIN AND AGAIN ACROSS HIS 
CHEEKS 



IT WAS ELEVEN AT NIGHT. A LOT 
OF STRANGE PEOPLE HAD COME 
AND GONE THROUGH THE HOUSE, 
TAKING THE ESSENTIAL FLAME 
WITH THEM... A LICE. DAVID SAT 
ACROSS FROM THE DOCTOR IN THE 
LIBRARY... 


ALICE WASN'T] NOW YOU'RE FOL- 


CRAZYDOC. 
SHE HAD 
GOOD 
REASON TO 
FEAR THE 
BABY. J- 


I LOWING HER PAT- 
TERN .SHE BLAMED 
THE CHILD FOR HER 
f SICKNESS, NOW YOU 
BLAME IT FOR HER 
\ DEATH. SHE STUM- 
BLED ON A TOY, 

I REMEMBER THAT f 
YOU CAN'T BLAME 
THE CHILD f 


ALICE HEARD THINGS AT NIGHT. THINGS V I WANT 
MOVING IN THE HALLS, AS IF SOMEONE SPIED] YOU TO 


ON US. YOU WANT TO KNOW WHAT THOSE 
NOISES WERE, DOC? I'LL TELL YOU. THEY 


WERE MADE BY THE BABY? YES , M Y SON.' DAVID' 
FOUR MONTHS OLD , CREEPING AROUND 
THE DARK HALLS AT NIGHT... 



MANY INSECTS ARE SELF-SUFFICIENT \ROSH? 
WHEN THEY'RE BORN. IN A FEW DAYS, 

MOST MAMMALS AND BIRDS ARE ADJUSTED. 

LITTLE MAN-CHILDREN TAKE YEARS TO 
SPEAK, FALTERING ON RUBBERY LEGS . BUT, 

SUPPOSE ONE CHILD IN A MILLION IS... 

STRANGE f BORN PERFECTLY AWARE , , 

ABLE TO THINK INSTINCTIVELY.' 



WHAT DO WE KNOW OF BABIES , 
DOCTOR? THE GENERAL KNOWLEDGE, 
YES. YOU KNOW OF COURSE, HOW 
BABIES KILL THEIR MOTHERS AT 
BIRTH . WHY? IN RESENTMENT AT 
BEING FORCED INTO THIS LOUSY 
WORLD ?BE\UG FORCED TO VACATE 
FROM THE PEACE AND SAFETY 

i ter ; ■ / v of its... /m 



WOULDN'T IT BE A PERFECT SET UP, A W FOR GOD'S 
PERFECT BLIND FOR ANYTHING THE \SAKE , DAVID? 
BABY MIGHT WANT TO DO ? HE COULD J WHAT A 
PRETEND TO BE ORDINARY. WITH JUST \ REPULSIVE 
A LITTLE EXPENDITURE OF ENERGY, HE I THING TO 
COULD CRAWL AROUND A DARK HOUSE, 

LISTENING. HOW EASY TO CRY ALL NIGHT AND>P« 
TIRE A MOTHER INTO PNEUMONIA. HOW EASY 
TO PLACE OBSTACLES AT THE TOP OF STAIRS. 

HOW EASY, RIGHT AT BIRTH, TO BE SO CLOSE TO 
THE MOTHER THAT A FEW DEFT MANEUVERS 
MIGHT CAUSE PERITONITIS... DEATH? 





David drank down the pills and let himself be 

LED UPSTAIRS TO HIS BEDROOM .CRYING , AND FELT 
HIMSELF BEING PUT TO BED. THE DOCTOR SAID GOOD- 


fl LITTLE THING LIKE A SLAMMEt 
DOOR CAN RUIN THE BEST OF 
PLANS . WELL, I'LL FIND YOU 
SOMEWHERE IN THE HOUSE, 
HIDING... PRETENDING TO BE 


The NEXT MORNING , DOCTOR JEFFERS RETURNED 
AND LET HIMSELF IN. SOMEONE WAS GOING TO HAVE 
TO LOOK AFTER THE BABY. THERE WAS AN ODOR OF 
GAS IN THE HOUSE . JEFFERS RAN UP THE STAIRS, 


David was dead, the body was cold, it had only 


HE...COUGH ...HE COULDN'T HAVE ^ 
TURNED THE GAS ON HIMSELF f 
THOSE SEDATIVES HAD KNOCKED 
HIM OUT f HE WOULDN'T HAVE 
WAKENED TILL NOONf BUT... BUT. 




AL FELDSTEIN: A signature is a signature, and you shouldn't ask anyone to do someone else's 
handwriting. 

Al Feldstein’s exuberantly brutal cover for Shock #7 was so immediate in its impact that some readers 
were left wondering “what was going on.” They got a partial explanation in the letters page of ft 9, but 
what was really “going on” was that Feldstein was at the height of his powers as a writer/editor and 
knew it. The blistered, screaming face of a man struck by lightning, his back turned to his own reflection, 
is an apt introduction - Caveat lector! — to the second year of Shock s run. 

“Beauty and the Beach” is a highpoint in the remarkable series of lead stories which Feldstein, working 
from Bill Gaines’s springboards, scripted and laid out for Jack Kamen. Feldstein’s success with this series 
is a tribute to his rapport with Gaines (who used the lead stories in Shock, beginning with "The Neat Job,” 
to venture into areas of personal feeling previously unexplored in comics) and to his ability to anticipate 
how Kamen would visualize and dramatize his scripts. “Beauty and the Beach” shapes one of Gaines s 
pet themes -~ the milquetoast husband married to a vain, ambitious wife - into a deftly-balanced parallel 
narrative. Pages 4 and 6 are fine examples of Feldstein’s emphatically symmetrical page layouts and 
Kamen’s dynamic compositions and spillover effects coming together to create lucid and elegant comics. 

“The Bribe” is memorable chiefly for its in-depth portrayal of Inspector Frank Wilson, the first believable 
villain in a Shock preachie since Lieutenant Staley in “Confession” (Shock #4). It is also noteworthy that 
Wallace Wood depicts Wilson as a solid-burgher type - he is virtually a dead ringer for Murray Vorhees 
in “So Shall Ye Reap” (Shock #10) - instead of the stock Corrupt Official from central casting. 

Considering Bill Gaines’s very mixed feelings about young children -- “Halloween” (Shock ft 2) and 
“Sugar ‘n Spice ‘n” (Shock #6) are representative of his attitude - it is not hard to understand why Ray 
Bradbury’s fantasies about children as an alien, malevolent life form would appeal to him. 1 lie subtle 
and oppressive mood of horror that pervades EC’s adaptation of “The Small Assassin is largely the result] 
of George Evans’s sensitive artwork: almost every panel has a strong horizontal emphasis, we see the sky! 
only in a few brief glimpses on page 6, and every image of the baby or his crib is genuinely terrifying.) 
Surprisingly, Evans was never given another Bradbury story to illustrate. 


- William Mason- 


